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One 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired by the pic of Long and Chris with their \"new drummer\" and written for Andy. 


Sometimes being stuck in the van isn't so bad. Sometimes being stuck in the van sucks more than anything | 
can think of, including spending the night with my head pillowed on Oli's stage clothes. After they're worn and 
before they're washed. So when the chance came up for us to get two rooms for the night instead of piling 


four deep in the van, | was the first one with my bag in hand. The bad side to all of this is | got Chris as well 


| like Chris, he's a good bloke, and he doesn't snore as loud as Oli does, but he's one of those that ends up 
draped on you like a clinging blanket about halfway through the night. And of course, two rooms, but only one 
bed in each and | wasn't going to be the one to offer to take the floor so it looked like either get ready for 
the attack of the leech, or sleep in the bathtub, and | have been far too tall to do that for years. 


So, | took my turn in the shower and crawled into bed, trying to fall asleep before he was done. | almost made 
it, right on the edge of being happily lost in sleep when he came out, towel round his waist and something 
clutched in his hand. 


"Look, these were in my bag." He didn't sit, he dropped on the bed and the too soft mattress dipped, rolling me 
nearly into his lap. 


"What?" | knew | was sounding less than happy but he didn't seem to notice. 
"The pictures. From when we stopped at Andy and Slay's. Our new drummer," he laughed. 


Sitting up, | leaned over his shoulder, tucking into the warmth of his still damp back. "He's definitely cuter than 
Oli." 


The picture was me standing behind Chris, the little snake curled in his hands. | hadn't realized how close | had 
been to him and for some reason it made me think that maybe | should be more careful about how casual | 
was about putting my arms around him and fitting myself to his body. Of course, | realized then | was doing 


that right now, and | moved a bit away from him. 
Chris turned his head and gave me a puzzled look. "What?" 
"What what?" 


His hair, still wet from the shower, was sticking to his neck and shoulders and he looked even younger like that. 
His eyes took on a gleam, and he smirked at me. “Afraid of the snake?" 


"Not that one or any other," | told him. 


Realizing | might have said too much, | laid back on the suddenly too small bed and turned onto my side, facing 
away from him. Stretching my arm out, | switched off the light on my side of the bed and tucked my hands 


under my cheek, closing my eyes and pretending | was fast asleep in less than ten seconds. 

He must have looked through the rest of the pictures because it took a few minutes for him to move, and | 
felt every shift and dip of the mattress under his body until my ears heard the click of the lamp switch and 
he settled beside me with, wiggling round a bit to get comfortable. Quiet descended and | was really on the 
edge of falling asleep when | heard him sigh. 

"| want one. A snake | mean. There's something almost erotic about them." 

"Right, erotic," | mumbled. 

"There is. The way they slip trough your fingers. The way they wrap around you and hold on, and even then 
they move. The contraction and then the release of all their muscles so that they glide. They glide more than 
wiggle, don't you think?" 


"Urk," | said. Then my eyes slammed open as one of Chris’ fingers began making random patterns over my 


back. 
"Sliding over your skin, cool yet warm. They like to find warm paces to get inside." 
His finger dipped toward my arse. 


"Not slimy or scaly, but soft and smooth. Hard when they constrict, but soft when they're content and cuddle 


in your hands." 

If he didn't stop soon, he was going to meet another snake. Mine. 

“Their tongue flicking out, tasting you, deciding if you'd make a good meal.” 

My fingers were hanging onto the pillow for dear life. 

"Rearing up to warn of an attack, slamming forward to strike, looking to swallow you whole...” 

That was all | could take and | turned over so fast | nearly rolled on his head since he was right behind me. | 
didn't even say anything, | just pushed him onto his back and demonstrated how you could remove venom using 


only your mouth, and from the way he was moaning and twisting under me, he appreciated my skills. 


| couldn't wait to see what he thought when my snake demonstrated its choice of a dark, warm place to hide. 


